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Alacke no remedy^ to the greedy touch 
Of common-luffing Titan: and forget 
Your labourfome and dainty TrinraeSjWherein 
You made great Imo angry. 

Ime* Nay bebreefe? 
I fee into thy end, and am almoft 
A man already, 

Pif Fir ft, make your felfe but like one. 
Fore-thinking this, I hauc already fit 
(Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doubki,Hat,Hofe,aU 
That anfwer to them : Would you in their feruing, 
(And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of fuch a fcafou)*forc Noble Lucitu 
Prefent your felfe, defire his feruicc : tell hint 
Wherein you're happy ; which wilt make him know, 
If that bis head haue care in Muficke, doubtkffe 
With toy be will imbraceyou: for bee's Honourable, 
And doubling that, mod holy . Your meancs abroad ; 
You haue me rich, and I will ncucr faile 
Beginning, nor fupplymenr. 

Jmo. Thou art all the comfort 
The Gods will diet mc with. Pry thee away, 
There** mote to be confidcr'd : but wee'I cuen 
All thet good time will giuc vs. This attempt 
I am Souldicr too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage* Away, \ pryrhce. 

Pif Well Madam, we mutt take a ftiort fare well, 
Lead being mift, I be iufpe£ted of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris, 
Heere is a boxe,I had it from the Queenc, 
What's tn't is precious : ifyotiareficke at Sea, 
OtStomacke-qualm'd at Land, a Drammcofthis 
Will driue away dtftempcr* To lon;e fhade s 
And fit you to your Manhood l may the Godi 
Dire ft you to the beft. 

/m<t t Amen:Ithankethce. Exexxt, 


Seem Ouintd* 


Enter Cymhrlm, Qmrnt* Ctotert, Lm\m > 
and Lords, 
Cym. Thus faire and fo fare well. 
£wr. ThankcsjRoyall Sir : 
My Emperor hach wrote, I muft from hence, 
And »m right forty> that I muft report ye 
My M after s Enemy* 

Cym. OurSubie<5h (Sir) 
Will not endure hi? yoake ; and for our fclfe 
To (hew IcfTe Soueraignty then they, muft needs 
Appearevn*Kinglike, 

Luc, So Sir : J dehvc of you 
A Conduct ouer Land, to Milford-Hauen. 
Madam, all ioy befall your Grace,and you* 

Cym. }3y Lords,you are appointed for that Office 
The due of Honor, in no point omit : 
So farewell Noble Lficim. 
Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 
Clot, Receiue it friendly : but from this time fonh 
I wearc it as your Enemy* 

Luc Sir, the Euent 
Isyet to name the winner. Fare you well* 

Cym, Leaue not the worthy L&cim>%oad my Lords 
Till he hauc croft the Scuern* Happmes. ExfrLucimjfrt 


\ 


Qn He goes hence frov^ 
That we haue giuen him caufe, * h ° n ° Urs 5 

Clot. 'Tis all the better. 
Your valiant Britaines hauctheirwiflies j n it 
Cym. Lmnuhzih wrote already tothePm 
How it goes heere. It fits ys therefore ripely 
Our Char iots,and our Horfemen be in readineff 
The Powres chat he already hath in Gallia * 
Will foone be drawne to head,from w*Wp u 
His warrc for Bntainc- C ^ cehc ^ s 

Mu. 1 Tis not flecpy bufinefle. 
But muft be look'd toofpecdily.and flrongly 

Cym t Out expeftation that it would be £» 
Hath made vs forward* But my gentle Q ycen 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not append 
Before the Roman, nor to vs hath tendcr'd 
The duty of iheday. She looke vs like 
A thing more made of malice, then of duty. 
We haue noted it. Call her before vs, f or ' 
We haue beene too (light in fuffcrance, 

Qfi. RoyallSir, 
Since the exile of Poftbt&mm,mv{{ retyr'd 
Hath her life bin ; the Cure whereof my Lord 
Tis time muft do, Befecch your Mai efty, 
Forbeare fharpe fpecches to her. Shec's I Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words arc firokc; 
And ftrokes death to her. 

Enter a Meffenger. 
Cym. Where is the Sir ?How 
Can her contempt be anfwer r d ? 

Mef PleafeyauSir, 
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there** no anfwer 
That will b e giuen to'th'lowd of noifc, we make. 

Q*L' My Lord, when laft I went to vi fit her/ 
She pray M me to excufeher keeping dole, 
Whereto conftrain'd by her infirmitie, 
She fliould that dutic leaue vnpaide to you 
Which day ty fhe wa* bounds proffer : this 
She wifh'd me to make knowne : but our great Court 
Made me toobhmein memory. 

Cym. Hcrdooreslock*d ? 
Notfeeneof late? Grant Hcaucns, that which I 
Feare,prouefaIfe, ^ 
Qx. Sonne,! fay, follow the King. 
Cht. That man of hers, r Pifa^h 1 her old Seruant 
I haue not feme thefe two dayeu 

jQti* Go, lookc after : 
Pi{mt& t r hou that fland'ft fo faiP&fthmnHs* 
He hath a Drugge of mine : I pray, his abfence 
Proceed by (wallowing that. For he beleeues 
Iris a thing mofi precious But for her, 
Where is (he gone f Haply difpaire hath feiz'd her : 
Or wiag'd whh feruour of her loue, flie's fiowne 
To her defir'd F&fthumm i gone (he is a 
To deaths or todiflmnor, and my end 
Can make good vfe of either* S he c being downe, 
I haue the placing oftheBrittjfhCrowne. 

Enter Ckten* 
How now, my Sonne I * 

CUt t Tis certaine (he is filed : 
Go in and checre the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him* 

All the better; may 
This night fore-ftall him of the -combing day* Exit 

C& # I loue, and hate her : for £he*s Fa ire and Royal!, 
And that <he bath all courtly parts mote exquifite 
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then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from eucry one 
The be ft (he hath, and Jeofail compounded 
Out*fellesthem all. I loue her therefore, but 
Difdaining me, and dirowingFauourson 
The low PofthmiHi) {landers to her judgement, 
That what's clfc rare; is ch6akM : and in that point 
I will conclude co hate her, nay indcede, 
fobe reucng'd vpon her. For'^when Foo!es fhall— 

Enter Ptfamo. 
Who is heere? What , are you packing firrah ? 
Come hither : Ah you precious Pandar, Villa in c, 
Where is thy Lady t In a woid, or cl(c 
Thou aft ftraigbtway with the Fiends. 
Pif Oh , go C5d my Lord* 
Cte. Where^ thy Lady? Or ? by Iupiter T 
1 vvrflnot askeag[iMie. Cioie Vjilaine, 
lie haue this Secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to findfc it. Is fhe with Pofthumm ? 
From whofefo maiiy weights of bzfeneffe., cannot 
A dram of worth be draw.nc. 

Pif Alas^myLord, 
How can fhe be with him ? When was (hemhVd ? 
Hcssin^lorrie. 

Clot, Where is CheSir? CGmeneercr: 
No farther halting : factsfie me i)omc, 
What is become of her ? 

Ptf Oh, my all-worthy Lord* 

Cfe, All-worthy Vu 1 iaine 3 
Difcouer where thy Miftris is $ aconce, 
Ac ih e next word ; no more of worthy Lord r 
Speske, or thy filence on the inftanc, is 
Thy condemnation, and thy death. 

Pifi Then Sir: 
This Paper iuhchiflorie of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. 

Clo. Lec*sfee a t;I will parfue her 
Euen co Attgufttti Throne. 

Pif Or this, or perifh. 
She's farre enough, and what helearnes by this, 
May proue hi* trauell, not her danger* 

flo. Humh. 

Ttf lie write to my Lord fiie^ dead : Oh Imogen, 
Safe may ft thou wander B fafe rcturne agcti. 
Clot, Sirra, is this Letter true 1 
Kf Sir^astthinke* 

Clot. It is PoJ}hftmushiT\6>l know't. Sirtab, ifthoa 
would'ft not be a Villain s but do me true ferd ce: vnder- 
go thofc Imploymcnts wherinl fhould haue cauie to vfe 
thee with a ferious indtiftry, that is, what villainy foere I 
bid thee do to performe it, direftly and truely, I would 
thinke thee an honcft man ; thou fhould'ft neither wane 
mynKanesforthyre!ecfc 5 nor my voyce for thy prefer- 
ment. 

Pif Well; ray good Lord. 

Clot. Wilt thou ferue meer For fince patiently and 
contianclythoulnft ttucke to the bare Fortune of that 
Beggcr pQfthumm t thou canft not in the courfe of grati- 
tude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou L'erue 
mcc? 

Pif Sir,Iwi3L 

C/ff- Glue mee thy hand, beere's my ptirfe, Haft any 
of thy late Mafters Garments in tliypoffeflion? 

Pifett. I hauc (my Lord) at rpy Lodging, the fame 
Suite he wore, when he tookelcaue of my LadicSc Mi* 
ftreffe. 

Clu* The fis:ft feruice thou ddft mee, fetch that Suite 


I hither, let it be thy firfl feruice, go, 

Pif I flhall my Lord. Exit . 

Ctc Meet ihee at Milford-Hauen ; (I forgot to aske 
him one thing, lie remember*t anon:) e^en there, thtiu 
villaineP^fejw^ will I bill thec. 1 would thefe Gar- 
ments were come. Shcfaidevpon atime (chcbittcrneffc' 
of it, J now belch from my heart) tjhft fliee held the very 
Garment of Pofthumm y in more refpeft, shen my Noble 
andnaturflll perion; together w.th the adornement of 
niy Qualities. With that Suite vpon my backe willra- 
uiftiher: firftkill him, and in her eyes; there {Kail flhe fee 
my valour, which Wil then be a torment tohir contempt, 
Idc on the ground, my fpeech of infulment ended on his 
dead bodie, and when my Luft hath dined (which f asl 
fay ? to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathc? that fhe fo 
prais'd:)to the Court lie l<nock her backe,foot her home 
againe. She hath defpis'd mee reioycingly, and He bee 
merry in my Reuengc. 

Enter Pifajffo* 
Bethofe the Garments? 
Pif I,my Noble Lord. 

£h. How long i$ 3 t fince !ne went to Miiford-Hauen? 

Pif She can fcarfe be there yet, 

CU. Bring this Apparrell to my Chamber, that is 
the fecon d thing that I haue commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt be a volumarie Mute to my defigne. Be 
but dutiouSj and true preferment fliall tender it fclfe to 
thec. My Reuenge is now at Milford,would I bad wings 
to follow it. Come,and be trut. Exy? 

Pif Thou bid'ft etjs ?,o my loffe :for trUe to ihee, 
Were to prouc falfe, which I will neuer bee 
Tohimth3cia moftmie. ToMilfordgo, 
And finde not her,wh0m thou purfueft. Flow,flow 
You Heaoenly bieflingson her : This Foolcs fpeede 
Be croft with flowneffe ; Labour be his mecd^ Exit 


ScenaSexta* 


Enter Imogen dttm. 
fmo. I fee a mans life is a tedious one, 
I hauc tyr'd my fclfe rand for two nights together 
Haue made the ground my bed* I fhoutd be Jficke, 
But that my rcfolurionhclpes me; Milford, 
When from the Mountaine top, Pifaaieihew'd thee, 
Thou was'c within a keune. Oh loue, I thinke 
Foundations fiye the wretched : fuch I meanCp 
Where they fliouldberelceu'd. Two Beggcr s told me, 
I could not miffe my way. Will poore Folkcs lye 
That.haue Affliftions on them, knowing Vis 
A puniOimentjOETriallf Yes^ wonder, 
When Rich-ones fcarfe tell true, Tolapfe in Fulftcfle 
Isforcr } ihcnto lye for Need e : and Falftiood 
I* worfein Kings, then Beg gers. My deere Lord, 
Thou arc one dWfalfe Ones ; Now I thinke on thec. 
My hunger *s gone ^ but eucn before, I was 
At point to finke, for Food. But whatls this? 
Heere is a path coo't; 'ch fome faujgebold : 
f were beft not c all ; I dare not call ; yet Famine 
Ere cleane it o're-throw Nature, makes it valiant. 
Pientie, and Peace breeds Cowards i Hardncffe cuet 
Of Hardineffe is Mother Hoa? who's hterc ? 
If any thing that's cmill, fpeake : if fauage, 


